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One 


Author's Notes: 
For Hy's challenge and cause | never could resist duct tape. ;) 


"A red nose." 

"Like a clown" 

"You are enough of a clown without the nose, Tobi." 

"Ha ha ha. And your jokes are not as funny as your face, Jens.” 

Jens watched him stalk off. The little bastard seemed to be doing everything he could to grate on his nerves 
and he was getting pretty tired of it. He was getting pretty tired of wanking himself raw too. With a sigh, he 
let his eyes wander the video set, finally landing on two men using a big roll of tape to secure the cables up on 


the back of an amp. Something in his mind clicked and he couldn't stop the slow roll of laughter. All he needed 


was a little cooperation from his bandmates and there was little doubt in his mind they'd agree. 


Two hours later they were halfway through the first run through with the cameras rolling and it was nearly 
time to put their plan into action They wouldn't actually be taping him this time but the director had thought 
it a great idea and Tobi, well, he had rolled his eyes but had gone along with it. So on went the red nose and 
they played until the director yelled this is where it will be and they stopped to talk about it. Just talk about 
it. Jens didn't want to talk; he could hear that roll of tape, just begging to be wrapped around him. 


But not yet. 


Finally it was time. When they saw the take later Jens actually blushed at the anticipation of his face when he 
ripped the first strip of tape. The wrestling match that ended with Tobi taped to the chair and all of them 
breathing hard sent them off in fits. The fact that if you looked a little closer Jens had a hardon luckily wasn't 


seen 

No one else seemed to notice that Tobi did either. 

No one but Jens. 

Done. 

Two days of it but it was done. The last of the close ups finished. 

Except the last one. 

It wasn't hard to get everyone to go along with it. They just told Tobi they wanted some long range shots of 
him taped to the chair for a possible ending to the vid. So, he put the nose back on and sat with a rather put 
out expression as the tape was wound round him again and the cameras rolled And when the director yelled 
cut, thanks, we have what we need... 

They left him. 

Screaming, struggling, calling down the wrath of God on their heads. 

And they snickered and laughed and ran 

It had been agreed Jens would stay and release him eventually. So the rest waved and headed off, leaving him 
alone with a very angry singer. And a very hard dick. He crept back inside, watching from a vantage point that 
Tobi couldn't see, his hand absently rubbing his groin as Tobi tried to free himself, going so far as to try to 


reach the tape to chew it off. He waited until the anger was turning to panic before he stepped into view, the 


relief on Tobi's face a heady experience as he felt the power surge through him. 


He was in control. And Tobi knew it. He looked ever so grateful to see Jens. 
"I thought you left me!" 


Jens grinned, swaggering toward him. "We thought of it. But | said | would stay behind and let you go if you 
begged nicely." 


"Begged?" Tobi snorted. "You will have to let me go eventually." 


"Why?" Leaning against the wall of amps, Jens studied a fingernail. "They will come tomorrow to take this down, 


| could leave you until then" 

"And when | got loose | would come kick your ass. Now take this off!" 

"What do | get in return?" 

"My undying gratitude?" 

Jens pretended to think before shaking his head. "Nah, is not good enough." Before Tobi could say anything else, 
he snapped his fingers. "Wait! | have an ideal" He moved closer, standing a bit sideways with his hand set in a 


position like he was holding a guitar. "Do you remember how we were lined up in front of you playing?" 


"Could we talk about this after you take the tape off?" Tobi pleaded. "I could really use a chance to take a leak, 


Jens" 
"In a minute. Do you remember?" 

"| remember, | remember," Tobi rolled his eyes, ready to agree to pretty much anything if it got him loose. 
"It was like in a movie where the guys all line up to come on her face. 

Tobi shook his head, not sure he'd heard correctly. " Wha?” 

"What is it they call it? Ah, bukkake!" 

"Ok. That is it! You are crazy! Let me loose" 


Jens stepped closer, slowly undoing his jeans. "You would have had to sit there and take it. There would have 


been nothing you could do." 
Tobi's eyes darted back and forth between Jens’ face and his groin "You are scaring me." 


Forgetting himself in the sheer heat of the moment, Jens pulled his half hard cock free. "What would you have 


done?" Tobi watched in disbelief as Jens began to stroke his cock to full erection, long fingers wrapped around 
and pumping it slowly while his hips jutted forward, his eyes half closed. "You would have had to sit there and 
watch while we wanked, our cocks pointed at your face, knowing that when we came it would be on you. Would 


you have liked that, Tobi?" 


Tobi wasn't sure if he should answer. Jens seemed to be lost in his own world, his cock pushing through his 


hand, the foreskin rolled back and forth over the head. "Jens?" 


"Would it have made your cock hard, Tobi?" Jens’ hand never stopped moving, his tongue darting out to lick dry 
lips as he moaned. 


"Jens? You're really scaring me now." And yes, my cock is hard, but | dont think | am ready to let you know that 
Just yet. 


The door on the other side of the space crashed open, voices spilling in as Eggi, Felix and Dirk returned. Jens 
cursed and stuffed his cock back in his jeans, his face flaming. Hands shaking, he began pulling the tape loose, 
unable to meet Tobi's eyes as the rest of the band surrounded them, laughing at their redfaced singer. Free, 
he jumped to his feet and gave Jens a hard shove, glaring at the others as he pushed past them and stormed 
from the building. 


Jens shrugged, grabbing his guitar and making his escape before any of them saw. Back at the hotel he paced 
his room, wondering what Tobi was going to do about what had happened, his teeth worrying his lower lip as 
he waited for the call or the knock on his door. And as the night stretched on and none came, instead of being 
relieved he felt the panic build, now imagining lawyers and police in his head, a life without the band, the loss of 


one of his best friends and... 


The shrill ring sent him literally off the ground. Eyeing the phone, he crept toward it, half afraid to answer 
but unable to stop himself from extending a trembling hand and picking up the receiver. He barely got it to his 
ear, the greeting still caught behind the lump in his throat when he heard Tobi's voice. Three words then a 
harsh slam as the receiver was crashed back into the cradle on his end. And screwing up every bit of courage 
he had, Jens picked up his room key and stuffed it in his pocket. 


My room, now. 
With his heart as heavy as his footsteps, Jens slipped into the corridor. 


He didn't even get to knock twice before Tobi yanked the door open and stalked back into the room, motioning 
Jens to follow. He stood in the center of the room, watching Tobi pace and waiting for him to speak. Just when 
he thought Tobi was waiting for him, he was suddenly confronted by a very angry singer as close to his face 
as he could get. 


"| can't believe you did that to me. Was that the whole reason you had the idea to tie me? For some sick 


fantasy you have about wanking and coming on my face?" 
Jens blushed. "I thought it would be funny to tape you...” 
"And then pull out your dick and wank off on me?" 

"Tobi, |... 

"How long?" 

"How long what?" 

"Have you had this idea of wanting to tie me up?" 

‘It just came to me! | saw the tape and thought..." 

"Came to you?" Tobi snorted. "Funny words to pick" 

"Look Tobi, I'm sorry, | just got carried away and..." 

"And ended up with your dick in your hand. What if they hadn't come back?" 
"I don't know," Jens whispered, dropping his eyes. 


"Well, it's my turn now." Jens head shot up at the familiar sound of the tape being pulled from the role, his 


eyes widening when he saw the silver roll in Tobi's hands. 

"What are you going to do?" 

Tobi jerked his chin at the desk chair. "Sit down. Now | get to tape you." 

Jens backed up, shaking his head. "I don't think this is a good idea" 

"Oh, it was good enough when you wanted to tape me." 

Wary green eyes watched Tobi carefully. "I said | was sorry. Before this gets out of hand, I'm going back to..." 
"You're going nowhere. Now sit!" 

"Make me!" 


With a growl, Tobi pounced. Jens stumbled back when he hit his chest, his hands coming up to grab the 


smaller man as they wrestled across the floor, the tape falling as Tobi latched on with both hands and tried to 
force Jens to the chair. It was almost laughable; he was not only taller but heavier and despite Tobi's best 
efforts he wasn't doing much in the way of moving him. Jens was mainly trying not to hurt him, pushing him 
back to keep him at arms length until Tobi swung and landed a shot just to the right of Jens’ balls. With a 
bellow, he grabbed the smaller man and spun him around, slamming him face down on the desk and leaning on 


his back to hold him in place. 
"Tobi! Stop before | hurt you!" 
"Get off me you freak!" 


Tobi showed no sighs of letting up. Fighting to control him, Jens reached with his foot and dragged the tape 
closer, pressing his arm in the middle of Tobi's back to hold him while he swooped and grabbed it. Grunting as 
Tobi threw himself around in his struggle to escape, Jens tore off a piece with his teeth and trapped Tobi's 
arm against the leg of the desk, quickly wrapping the silver tape around until his wrist was pinned to the wood. 
Shifting, he leaned his weight on Tobi's other shoulder while we worked another long strip free and tore it off, 
forcing Tobi's other wrist against the wood and securing it in place. Breathing hard, he stepped back, groaning 
aloud at the sight of Tobi bent over the wood, his arms spread wide, his ass wiggling as he fought the tape 
holding him in place. Mindful of the ever increasing roars and screams of rage, Jens tore a shorter piece and 
carefully stuck it over his mouth, barely avoiding the snapping teeth that were trying to remove chunks of his 
arm. Collapsing on the end of the bed, he leaned back on his elbows and waited for Tobi to calm down. 


Which he did. Eventually. Breathing hard, his face turned to rest his cheek on the wood. And if Jens thought 
the sight of him taped to the chair had been hot, nothing would have prepared him for this. He had no control, 
his body moving before his mind could even grasp what it had in mind. He found himself behind Tobi, his hands 
stroking down his spine, feeling the heat of his skin through the sweat dampened Tshirt. Jens pressed his nails 
against Tobi's back, dragging them slowly down his flanks and onto his hips, finding their way under the shirt 
when he traced Tobi's spine. 


The muffled groan from Tobi surprised him. The tingling in his hands at the feel of Tobi's skin that sent 
currents of heat straight to his cock didn't. Jens pushed the shirt up Tobi's torso, exposing more of his skin to 
touch, his fingers gliding over his ribs and onto his stomach, grinning when he wiggled. Jens leaned over him, 
his fingers playing with Tobi's nipples as he pressed a tentative kiss to his neck, pleasantly surprised when Tobi 
arched into it, his ass rocked back to press against Jens‘ crotch. 


Jens froze, sure that Tobi would yank away when he felt the long bar of Jens' hard cock press into his cleft. 
They stood that way for several moments, neither one moving, Jens fingers still holding the hard points of 
Tobi's nipples, his mouth still on his neck. And then the first faint movement as Tobi shifted his hips, moving 
his ass back and forth against Jens. Tobi turned his head, his eyes reflecting the uncertainty of what they 
were doing as much as Jens, both brown and green filled with questions that until the last few days had never 


dared to be asked. 


Jens carefully peeled the tape off Tobi's mouth, watching as he ran his tongue over his lips. Tobi started when 


long fingers slid under his chin, holding his head as Jens lowered his body over him, bringing his face so near 
that Tobi could feel the warm breath that came through Jens' parted lips. A touch, no more than a feathering 
kiss, both of them taking a deep breath before Jens dropped his head lower, his lips firmer this time, the 
slightest brush of his tongue over Tobi's lower lip. 


And then it was hot and deep, teeth clashing as their tongues dueled back and forth, Jens' arm locking around 
Tobi's waist and holding him hard against him. Long tempered desire now demanding relief as Jens’ hands 
fumbled at the waistband of Tobi's pants, pulling both jeans and boxers down to mid thigh before undoing his 
own, his body shaking with need. 


"Lube?" 

‘In my bag," Tobi gasped, his hands curling into fists at the loss of Jens' weight on his back. 

Digging frantically, Jens let out a shout when he found the tube, opening it and squeezing some on his fingers 
even as he returned to Tobi. From then it was all a blur of feeling and sensation and desire, a joining that 


ended with the explosion of bodies and minds and a feeling that neither one of them had ever had before. 
And even in the aftermath they wondered what tomorrow would bring. 
Three days later editing was complete and they gathered to watch the finished video. 


Jens and Tobi hadn't talked since the morning after their night of insanity as Jens had started calling it. At 
times, he wondered if it had actually happened. He was surprised when Tobi took a seat next to him, giving him 
a brief smile before the lights went down and the video began playing. And when they got to the part where 
Jens ripped the first strip of tape, he jumped at the touch of a hand on his thigh. They had left out the 
footage of them struggling with Tobi, instead cutting directly to him taped in the chair with the three of them 
lined up in front of him, the image drawing another squeeze of his thigh. And at the end, when he was left all 


alone, still taped to the chair, the hand moved to cover Jens’ cock and give it a stroke or two. 
By the time the lights were back up Jens had himself somewhat under control. 

Right up until a small strip of silver tape was pressed to his wrist. 

Turning his head, he grinned at Tobi, giving him a nod. 


Maybe this time he'd let Tobi be the taper instead of the tapee. 


